|fff55  Rally  Culminates 
1 Release  Of  Hostages 

LA  PAZ,  BOLIVIA.  (UPI)— Rebellious  tin  miners  in  a 
miy  mass  rally  at  Catavi  voted  approval  Monday  of  an 
lement  reached  with  the  government  by  their  leaders  for 
I’elease  of  21  hostages,  including  4 Ameiicans,  held 
e Dec.  (>' 

THE  FAVORABLE  vote  came  after  hours  of  touch-and- 
floor  debate  at  the  20th  century  mine  at  Catavi  where 
e leader  Vice  President  Juan  Lechin  was  cheered  an'd 
id  for  his  role  in  the  settlement.  The  miners  previously 
demanded  the  release  of  three  Communist  laborites  from 
for  freedom  for  the  hostages. 

I It  was  not  known  when  release  of  the  hOvStages  would 
arried  out. 

INDK’ATING  THt:  heated  naUu-e  of  the  rally,  the  vote 
taken  only  after  an  American  labor  lawyer.  Donald 
or.  of  Brooklyn,  agreed  to  appear  before  the  miners  to 
ire  them  the  arrested  labor  leaders’  legal  rights  would  be 
'ected. 

Victor  came  to  La  Paz  last  w’eek  to  seek  to  mediate  tlie 
ute.  He  is  a brother  of  one  of  the  hostages,  Bernard 
A,^n,  of  Montclair,  X.J.  He  changed  liis  name  legally  some 
•s  ago. 

'WIVES  OF  THE  embattled  miners  lield  a meeting  of 
r own  after  the  mass  rally  ended  to  voice  dissatisfaction 
1 the'vote.  Howe\'er,  their  deliberations  were  not  expected 
ffect  the  proim)t  release  of  the  hostages. 

The  favorable  vote  was  announced  in  mid-afternoon  but 
lin  had  been  on  hand  at  Catavi  since  early  morning  ral- 
y support. for  his  dealings  with  the  government.  The 
concession  he  was  known  to  have  won  in  exchange  for 
eing  to  release  the  hostages  was  a government  pledge 
ithdraw  troops  from  the  mining  area. 

SEVERAL  HUNDRED  miners  at  the  rally  chanted  “Es- 
,r  and  Pimentel”  during  the  rally  to  voice  disapproval  of 
agreement.  The  men,  Federica  Escobar  and  Trineo  Pi- 
tel.  are  held  in  jail  in  La  Paz  on  murder  and  sedition 
rges. 

Miners’  wives  led  by  Mrs.  Pimentel  and  i\Irs.  Escobar 
i dissatisfied.  They  accused  Lechin  of  “bungling”  in  his 
illing  of  the  situation.' 

S / Housing  . . . 


WednejJ  ' 


ttezoning 

ncreases 

facilities 


•les.s  BYU  studonts  will  get 
• housing  within  walking 
ice  of  the  campus  and  down- 
Provo  if  a proposed  rozon- 
irdinance  is  passed, 
i possible  change,  according 
'jyor  Veil  G.  Dixon,  will  per* 
ouilders  to  construct  more 
on  property  already  con- 
ig  apartment  buildings  or 
eas  now  free  from  multiiile- 
y dwellings. 

£ liANl)  to  be  affected 
I be  the  area  bctw'een  Cen- 
treet.  500  North.  125  East 
iJniversity  Ave.  Also  involv- 
ould  be  the  land  lying  be- 
500  and  G50  North  and 
nd  350  East. 

ding  opponent  of  the  pro- 
change was  R.  S.  Wilkins, 
Center,  who  ealled  the  re- 
? “downgrading”  and  w'ant- 
clause  written  into  present 
mces  to  prevent  changes  in 
regulations  for  20  years. 
VOK  DIXON  termed  the 
d change  a “definite  im- 
ment”  in  city  planning,  say- 
would  safeguard  students 
townspeople  by  requiring 
building  standards, 
subject  will  be  considered 
•r  at  a public  mt^eting  of 
'■ommissiqners?  Tucsda\-  at 


Elder  Dale  T.  Tingey  ...  to  address  tri- 
stake fireside  following  the  holidays. 


Fireside  To  Hear 
Seminary  Leader 

Elder  Dale  T.  Tingey,  assistant  adminis- 
trator of  the  Seminary  and  Institute  pro- 
gram for  The  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Lat- 
ter-day Saints,  will  be  the  speaker  at  a tri- 
stake fireside  to  be  held  Jan,  5,,  at  7 p.m. 
in  the  Smith  Fieldhouse. 

He  served  as  a missionary  in  Czechoslo- 
vakia from  1948-1950  when,  with  other  mis- 
sionaries, he  was  expelled  by  the  Communist 
government. 

HE  RECEIVED  his  B.S.  degree  from  the 
University  of  Utah  and  his  Master’s  degree 
from  BYU  in  Church  history  and  philosophy. 

Washington  State  University  awarded 
him  his  Ph.D.  degree  in  guidance  and  coun- 
seling in  the  spring  of  1957. 

During  the  1957-58  academic  year,  Elder 
Tingey  taught  in  the  Dept,  of  Religion  at 
BYU. 

HE  IvS  A former  bishop  of  the  BYU 
Eighteenth  Ward  and  was  a counselor  to 
the  bishop  of  the  University  Ward,  Los  An- 
geles, Calif. 

Dr.  Tingey  is  presently  serving  as  a mem- 
l)er  of  tlie  Administrative  Council  for  BYU. 


Second  Explosion  in  4 Months  . . . 


Utah  Mine  Explosion  Traps  Nine 


MARTIN.  UTAH,  fUPIi  A 
coal  mine  was  rocked  by  an  ex- 
plosion near  here  Monday,  trap 
ping  nine  miners  some  2.400  feet 
underground. 

AtITHOKITIES  reported  10 
other  men  who  were  in  the  Car- 
bon Fuel  Co.  mine  when  the 
blast  occurred  were  located  saf- 
ely. Attempts  were  undei-way  to 
make  telephonic  contact  with  tlie 
10. 

The  blast  occuiTed  about  11 
a.m.,  apparently  in  the  main 
haulage  shaft  of  the  mine.  There 


was  no  sound  heard  on  the  sur- 
face but  rock  dust  started  bil- 
lowing out  of  the  west  side  mine 
portal. 

GEORGE  DIAMANTI,  a mine 
operator,  said  the  blast  disrupt- 
ed the  mine’s  communication 
systems.  He  said  the  nine  min- 
ers were  in  the  west  side  where 
the  explosion  occuiTed. 

Another  miner  walked  -out 
fi'bm  . the  mine  following  the 
blast.  He  suffered  a -broken  arm 
and  lacerations  as  a result  of 
flying  debris. 


Paul  F.  Koyall  . . . will  address 
BYU  Devotional  Tiu'sday. 

Paul  F.  Royall . . . 

Genealogist 
To  Address 
Y Students 

Elder  Paul  Fielding  Royall,  ■ 
general  setretary  of  the  Gene- ' 
alogical  Society  of  The  Church 
of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day 
Saints,  will  address  the  Devotion- 
al Assembly  Tuesday  at  10  a.m. 
in  the  Smith  Fieldhouse. 

He  is  a former  member  of  the ! 
Board  of  Directors  of  the  Salt 
Lake  City  Public  Library-  and 
served  on  the  Salt  Lake  City 
Sdtool  Board  for  nine  years. 

He  has  also  beeira  newspaper 
man  and  announced  for  KSL  ra- , 
dio  and  TV.  * 


Vehicle  Permits  Available  Now 

In  lieu  of  regular  registration,  non-resident  students  op- 
erating vehicles  in  Utah  muvst  secure  a non-resident  student 
permit  from  the  BYU  Security  Office.  B-(>6,  Smoot  Admin- 
istration Bldg. 

The  non-resident  permit  will  be  issued  only  to  students 
enrolled  at  BYU  and  registered  for  sufficient  credit  hours 
to  qualify  them  as  a full-time  student. 

THE  PERMITS  issued  at  and  since  fall  registration  will 
be  valid  until  midnight  Dec.  29,  1954.  Permits  issued  after 
January  will  be  valid  until  Feb.  19()5. 

Students  qualifying  as  non-residents  must  secure  and 
display  a Utah  Highway  Patrol  safety  inspection  sticker  or 
present  the  Security  Office  with  evidence  that  he  has  a 
sticker  from  his  home  state  for  19G4. 

According  to  Lt.  Gerald  iMathews  of  Security,  students 
commuting  daily  from  out-of-state  to  scliool  must  display  the 
safety  sticker  and  the  non-resident  peiTnit. 

Anyone  disregarding  these  instructions  will  be  required 
to  registei-  their  vehicles  in  Utah,  concluded  Lt.  Mathews. 


DON'T  GAMBLE! 

“If  I’d  buckled  my 
seat  belt  I wouldn’t 
have  been  hurt’’  siiid 
Jim,  off-lmnd<*dly 

BUCKLE  UP  FOR  SAFETYI 

Published  to  save  lives  in  co- 
operation with  The  Advertising 
Council  and  The  National 
Safety  Council. 


Short  Story  Winner 
Earns  Ten  Dollars 

Howard  Robinson,  junior'  from 
FJnglewood,  Calif.,  was  the  first 
winner  in  the  Universe  Christ- 
mas short  story  and  poetry  Con- 
test. 

His  story  ''With  Hands  in  Their 
Pockets,”  won  the  $10  prize. 

Receiving  the  $3  second  place 
prize  was  “Stockings,”  written 
5y  Joan  McQueen,  junior  from 
Provo.  “Almost  Christmas,”  writ- 
ten by  Linda  Higham,  junior 
from  Provo,  won  the  $2  third 
prize. 

“In  Search  of  the  Evergreen 
Soul,”  written  by  Olivia  Fierce, 
from  Riverton,  N.  -J..  won  the 
first  piize  in  the  poetry  division. 


HE  WAS  identified  as  Jesua 
Nunez  who  told  mine  official.^ 
that  “it  was  a pretty  violent  ex- 
plosion.” Nunez  was  working  on 
tracks  along  the  main  haulage 
way  about  1,500  feet  from  the 
main  line  entrance. 

Nunez  estimated  the  ti’appt'd 
miners  were  probably  about  a 
1,000  feet  from  him." 

IT  WAS  THE  second  mine  ex- 
plosion in  Utali  in  the  past  four 
months.  On  Aug.  22,  18  men 
were  killed  and  seven  were  res- 
cued following  a methane  gas  t'x- 
plosion  at  the  Texas  Gulf  Sul- 
phur Co.’s  multi-million  dollar 
potash  mine  near  Moab. 

Rescuers  planned  to  send  down 
t,wo,  six-man  teams  into  the  mine 
with  medical  supplies.  They  also 
attempted  to  pipe  fresh  air  into 
the  mine  shaft. 

THE  VISIBILITY  deep  in  the 
mine  was  described  by  one  offic- 
ial as  “virtually  zero.” 

Christmas  Concert 
To  Be  Presented 
On  Radio  Stations 

A nationwide  Christmas  con- 
cert recorded  by  the  BYU  A Cai> 
pella  Choir  will  be  presented 
Dec.  19  over  the  Mutual  Broad- 
casting System. 

The  half-hour  show  will  be 
broadcast  over  most  Utah  affil 
iated  stations  at  7:35  p.m.  MSI’ 

Radio  stations  KIXX  (1400  KC) 
in  Provo  and  station  KLUB  (750 
KC)  in  Salt  Lake  City  will  carry 
the  broadcast  locally-. 

DIRECTED  by  Prof.  Kui1 
Weinzinger,  the  choir  will  open 
its  program  with  a 17th  century 
selection.  ' “Christmas  Hymn.” 
composed,  by  Jungst.  * 

The  show  will  continue  with  a 
Basque  carol,  “Companions  All 
Sing  Loudly,”  arranged  by  Ther- 
on  Kirk,  “Carol  No’el,”  by  Wil 
ousky,  and  a Kentucky  folk  song. 
“Cherry  Tree  Carol,”  arranged 
by  Shaw-Porter. 

The  choir  will  conclude  their 
broadcast  with  “Brazilian 
Psalm,”  by  Jean  Berger  and 
'Sleep,  Little  King,”  composed 
b\'  C.  Armstrong  Gibbs.  . 


Tago  2 


Daily  Univorse 


Tiu^sday,  Dm-inlxT  17,  1 


Tliis  has  been  the  year  of  the  rumor  in 
lii-iffham  Young  L'niversity  athletics 
tliese  rumors  continue  to  fly.  Athletic  De- 
iiartnient  shakeups  keep  them  fed. 

THE  nUST  RUMORS  began  with  the 
gridiron  player  shakeup  which  ended  with 
Canadian  Ron  Stewart  transfernng  to  Utah 
State'  University.  That  was  followed  with  a 
major  crackdown  on  discipline  of  grid  players 
when  coach  Hal  Mitchell  moved  twelve  play- 
ers off  the  active  football  roster. 

Now  that  the  regular  football  season  is 
over  the  Athletic  Department  has  been  mak- 
ing several  other  changes.  The  Director  ot 
Athletics,  Dr.  Edwin  Kimball  was  mov«l  up 
to  assume  a newly  created  post  and  Flojd 
Millet,  a Salt  Lake  insurance  businessman, 

was  brought,in  to  succeed  him,  ^ 

Then  last  week,  line  Coach  Clint  'Vhit- 
field  resigned  his  post  on  the  Cougm- start. 
The  explanation  was  that  he  wished  to  try 
employment  further  west. 

Now  where  doe,s  this  leave  head 
coach  Hal  Mitchell — or  is  he  still  the 
head  coach?  Rumor  ha.s  it  that  he  is  not. 
Us  yet  it  is  strictly  rumor,  hut  it  pre- 


Athletic  Rumbles 


'I  II 


sent.s  an  interesting  situation  at  Cougar 

We  hope  that  the  rumors  are  false  and  ffj^  Bookshelf  . . ■ 
that  the  Administration  does  not  take  'this 
stei)  It  puts  a shadow  on  their  support  of 
.jTid  Ids  actions  during-the  past  season. 


The  t'oKC  of  the  Brigham  Young  Unirersily  Communii 


his  and  his 'actions  during-the  l«f 
including  his  decision  to  remove  the  twelce 
athletes  for  “training  infractions. 

Mitchell  was  mainly  a victim  of  circum- 
stances during  the  grid  season  just  past. 
Some  of  the  players  didn  t hve  up  ^ 
exiiected  potential.  Some  players  did  not  keep 
the  standards  which  this  university  sets  and 
which  every  student  attending  it  is  expected 
to  maintain.  . 

We  think  that  an  enn)loyer  should  show 
support  of  employees— and  at  least  give 
them  a second  opportunity  when  they  hare 
liecome  victim  of  circumstances.  Last  season 
Mitchell  was  voted  the  best  in  the  conference. 

Anyway— if  Hal  Mitchell  does  lose  his 
job  as  head  coach— we  feel  tliat  he  still  has 
a lot  to  offer  BYU  in  the  Athletic  Depart- 
ment. 

— Bud  Tolman,  Sports  Lditor 


Paperback  Series  To  Appea 
Features  Diaries,  Biographic 


•Documents  in  American  Civi- 
lization.” a new  }>aperback  series 
from-  Anchor  Books,  will  make 
its  first  appeai'ance  with  the  pub- 
lication oi  iiireo  oooks  in  Janu- 
ary, 19o4. 


paintings  and  engravings  rev 
ing  some  of  tiie  variety  and  t 
trariety  of  the  Jacksonian  An 
ica. 


The  series  will  provide  primary 
materials  dealing  with  specific 
jX'riods  or  tiiemes  in  American 
history  and  culture,  and  will  fea- 
ture such  written  documents  as 
diaries.  newspaper  editorials, 
autobiographies  and  histories,  as 
textbooks  and  popular  fiction. 


“THE  INDIAN  and  the  \Vl| 
Man,”  offei^s  a collection  of  w 
ings  and  pictures  dealing'  vu 
Indian-white  relations,  and 
Indian  as  part  of  the  Ameri 
expun'ience.  Beginning  with 
arrival  of  Columbus,  it  contin 
up  to  the  American  Indian  C 
ference  of  19G1. 


Tinkle,  Thud! 


‘Tis  the  season  (Crash,  tinkle)  to  ^ jolly 
(Crunch),  Tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  (Thud). 

Christmas  comes  but  once  a year  bring- 
ino"  jov,  good  will,  and  ice  and  snow^  to  (^m- 
plit'ale  winter  driving.  There  are  other  dan- 
gers  of  winter  driving,  however,  that  are 
not  products  of  nature. 

SlilLLUUL  DRIVERS  know  that  they  can 
make  it  over  the  rough  and  icy  spots  if  they 
ai-e  alei't  and  careful.  But  th^'  are  subject 
to  the  same  injuries  as  anyone  else  when 
'they  let  themselves  in  for  danger  unneces- 
sarily. 

Even  the  most  skillful  driver  takes  a 
chance  if  he  drives  a car  that  is  in  poor  con- 


dition.  Mechanical  failure  could  leave  some 
unfortunate  students  stranded  miles  from 
help.  Worse  yet,  brake,  steering,  or  tire  tail- 

ure  could  mean  injury  or  death.  . 

DRIVING  WHEN  sleepy  or  overtired  can 
iiave  a deadening  effect  on  senses,  j'ust  a.s 
alcohol  or  drugs,  and  a moment  s inattention 
or  nodding  at  the  wheel  can  be  fatal. 

Failure  to  anticipate  the  Qther  drivers 
actions  is  also  hazardous.  In  haste  and 
lessness,  many  drivers  make  mistakes  that 
involve  others  w'hether  those  others  are  care- 
ful or  not.  Too  many  people  get  their  Christ- 
mas cheer  out  of  bottles.  Tlie  only  way  to  be 
secure  against  the  careless  or  -drunk  driver 
is  to  be  ready  for  him. 


' GENERAL  EDITORS  for  the 
series  are  flennig  Cohen,  Associ- 
ate Professor  of  English  at  the 
University  of  Pennsylvania  and 
Editor  of  American  Quarterly, 
and  John  William  Ward, 'Associ- 
ate Professor  of  Histoiy  and 
Chairman  of  the  Program  in  Am- 
eiTcan  Civilization  at  Princeton 
University. 


‘‘Quest  for  America,  1810-18. 
encompasses  the  War  of  1 
and  the  Administration  of  Pi 
dent  Monroe.  The  feeling  of 
times  is  evoked  by  the  writi 
of  the  prominent  men  of  the  ) 
iod,  exce'rpts  from  pamphlets 
books,  and  a selection  of  ph 
graphs. 


The  first  three  books,  which 
will  be  published  January  3,  artn 

■ “Ideology  and  Power  in  the 
Age  of  Jackson.”  focuses  on  the 
democratic  fervor,  atmosphere  of 
social  and  ' technological  change, 
and  the  emergence  of  the  mon- 
eyed man  during  the  Jacksonian 
era.  Documents  celebrating  and 
opix>sing  the  new  democratic  or- 
der are  presented,  as  well  as 


American  Civilization  Ls  om 
the  newest  and  fastest-g^M 
areas  of  the  college  currieul 
The  Anchor  Documents  in  Ar 
ican  Civilization  Series  is  des 
ed  to  supply  basic  reference 
terial  for  these  courses. 


view  from  fhe  top  of  a typewriter  ...  by  off  pratte 

No  Virginia,  | 

Santa  Claus  1 

is  Not  A Fink 


Campus /^ommeni 
aiid^-^ontrovcrsy 


Ticket  Sales 


One  of  the  other  readers  of  tliis  column  in  addition  ; 
to  my  wife  is  a young  lady  from  Southern  Utali  who 
plans  to  attend  BYU  in  1975.  Because  of 
cern  with  our  school  and  because  she  thinks  1 was  a ; 
classmate  with  Karl  G.  Maeser  she  occasionally  wrdes  , 
asking  such  important  questions  as  what  will  the  toot  ( 
ball  team  do  next  year?"  and  “how  many  new  luiildings  j 
will  be  constructed  at  BYU  in  1961?"  i 

ThUs  week's  note  contained  a mtidi  moie  im-  ! 
portant  message  from  my  sweet  young  friend. 

Dear  Mr,  Pratte:  • 

The  last  time  I was  in  Provo  to  see  the  basketliall 


me  last  time  i was  in  iiu.w  -y  i 

team  plav,  we  passed  the  Helaman  Halls  looking  foi  a ^ 
parking  space.  At  that  time  I saw  s'^oking  sign  = 


in  a window  at  Chipman  Hall.  It  said  ‘Santa  Claus  is 
•A  ■p'ink.”  riease  tell  me  if  this  is  true.  ^ 

Love,  ) 

Virginia  \ 

No  Virginia,  Santa  Claus  is  not  a fink.  n . ( 

The  finks  are  the  fellows  who  dress  our  Iriendly  . 
friend  in  those  silly  shirts  with  the  tight  collars,  stick  . 
a new  tie  around  his  neck,  put  a lighter  in  his  pocket,  j 


Editor. 

Many  are  wondering  why  tliero 
can  bo  no  change  in  the  method 
of  obtaining  student  tickets  to 
basketball  games.  Why  must  .stu- 
dents bo  kept  waiting  in  linos  for 
liours  while  the  Fieldhouse  is 
empty?  Why  are  only  a few  doz- 
en or.  at  mast,  a few  hundred  al- 
lowi*d  to  see  the  stait  of  the 
Freshman  game  while  thousands 
are  still  standing  in  line? 

If  the  gates  were  opened  at  5 
or  earlier,  the  tentptation  to  cheat 
would  be  removed,  students  could 
enter  the  P’ieldhouse  and  use  tlie 
time  to  read  or  study:  lines  might 
not  even  form,  and  those  wlio  so 
desire  could  see  the  Freshman 
game. 

It  a change  is  impossible,  could 
we  at  least  be  enlightened  as  to 
the  reason? 

flolui  I).  U’arner 
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and  use  his  hat  to  peddle  other  products.  , , . , 

The  real  finks  are  the  funny  men  who  twist  ; 
Santa  all  out  of  shape  in  the  jjuise  of  ffift  giving  j 

which  used  to  be  a lot  of  fun  until  they  made  it  a : 

six  billion  buck  business.  . , i ( 

There  are  finkettes  too.  Virginia.  Those  gals  who  5 
sit  by  Santa  in  bathing  suits,  or  cuddle  him  when  he  s \ 
trving  to  drive  a new  car  really  arent  his  elves.  l!ie> 


No  Controversy 


trving  to  aiT\e  a iiu»  icany  on.**  v 

work  for  the  finks.  They’re  trying  to  .sell  cheesecake 
in  addition  to  stockings. 

But  thev  don’t  belong  with  St.  Nick. 

Don't  let  that  picture  about  Santa  opening  a i>atk 
of  cigarettes,  or  shoving  another  cobrful  caiToii  of  Dro- 
medaries into  a sock  fool  you  either.  Virginia. 

Santa  doesn’t  smoke. 

lie' wouldn’t  be  caught  dead  touching  a cigar  eitlier 
Virginia,  so  don't  wony  about  him  getting  the  smell 
of  smoke  on  your  dolls.  ^ 

And  don’t  fret  about  what  Santa  will  have  to 
keep  him  warm  just  because  you  saw  a picture  of 
.Johniiv  Walker  shoving  a box  of  Black  Tiabel  oi' 
Five  lioses  into  his  bag.  Santa  is  much  too  wise  and 
considerate  to  be  caught  drunk  driving  those  rein- 
deer. 

Tliose  finks  aren’t  tliough,  Virginia. 

There’s  a lot  of  people  in  the  world.  Some  of  them 
I are  finks.  But  no,  Virginia,  Santa  Claus  is  not  a fink. 


D«‘ar  Editor 

In  connection  witii  the  latest 
storm  of  campus  comment,  there 
can  be  no  controversy  over  Eld(*r 
Benson’s  denunciation  of  Com- 
munism; Communism  is  atheistic 
and  is  in  opposition  to  the  Gos- 
pel. 

However,  is  it  right  to  con- 
demn the  economic  iirinciples  of 
socialism  tKJcause  the  Commun- 
ists have  linked  them  with  atii 
eism?  The  Gosp<d  in  its  highest 
form  consists  of  the  law  of  con- 
secration, in  which  all  things  are 
common,  as  in.Communism,  and 
in  which  the  indmdual’s  wage 
is  a measure  of  his  nix'ds.  and 
not  a na^asure  of  the  worth  of 
his  marketable  skills,  as  in  a fret^ 
society. 

Also,  it  must  be  remembered 
by  the  proponents  of  freedom 
that  the  Gospel  is  bound  by  laws 
and  that  even  Deity  is  not  free. 

' Peter  S.  Oartside 


DIFFEREni  TVPE 
OF  FOLK 


From  out  of  the  isolated  Brazilian 
jungle  comes  Los  Indies  Tabajaras 
and  their  “Maria  Elena.”  Now  it’s  the 
title  tune  for  a fascinating  new  album. 
A treasury  of  tribal  fdik  songs  like 
“Maran  Carina,”  “Los  Indies  Oanzan” 
and  “Baion  Bon.”  Get  this  album  and 
hear  the  most  intriguing  new  sounds 
in  music  today- at  your  record  shop. 


RIK  UIITOR# 

^Themost  trusted  name  in  sound 


The  Voice  of  the  Brigham  Young  University  Community 
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Daddy,  where  does  CJirist- 
mas  live? 


Well, 


son  . . do  you  see 


that 


•,W  delicate  silver  hall  hanqinq 

■ 

M very  near  the  top  of  the  tree 


m 


and  just  beneath  the  star? 


*11 


■ That’s  where  Christmas 
lives.  It’s  inside  the  hulh, 
son. 

Can  I see  Christmas,  Dad- 
dy? 

^ j i 

Only  if  we  first  shatter  the 
' beauty  that  surrounds  it. 

- t <4^,  ^ want  to  SEE  it,  Daddy! 

, , Son,  some  of  the  loveliest 
E things  in  the  world  are  most 
magnificent  unseen. 

But  Daddy,  I want  to  know 
it’s  really  there. 

■ , Have  faith,  son  - it’s  there. 

/ know.  Pretty,  but  don’t 
touch.” 

That  s right,  son.  Give  it 
time.  It  touclies  you.  . . . 


IT  TOUCHES  YOU  • • • • 
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Tuesday,  Doc«‘nilM*r  17 


Christmas  Is  For  Always 


F.DirW’S  NOTE:  “I’m  sorry,  Kaj-e  Lynn,  but  the  kind  of  people  you  re  looking 
for  doesn’t  exist  any  more.  They  used  to,  but  they  just  don’t  any  more. 
An  old^  gentleman  told  her  this  a few  weeks  ago.  But  she  and  Julia  Brown 
encountered  these  Provo  folks  who  really  share  Christmas. 


THE  ESSENCE  OF  CHRISTMA 


by  Kaj-e  Lyim  Ridge 

Where  is  tlie  Christmas  glow? 

It  Hires  in  the  heart. 

Listen  to  those  who  know — the-secret — keepers.  . . . 

“At  choir  practice  the  other  night  a lady  told  us  of  an  ususuul 
(Christmas  she  had  about  two  years  ago.  Boy,  you  ought  to  hear 
her — it  \Y.ould  really  .bring  tears  to  x'our  eyes. 

“Anyway,  Santa  Claus  came  to  her  house,  'i'hey  didn’t  hire 
him  to  come— he  just  came!  She  says  he’s  the  greatest  old  man 
you  could  ever  imagine. 

“He’s  an  ordinary  man  who  leads  an  ordinary  life  imtil 
(Christmas.  Then  he  dyes  his  beard,  gets  the  names  of  all  the 
• crippled  children  in  Utah,  buys  goodies  with  his  own  money, 
and  visits  each  of  them — using  his  o\mi  car. 

“This  lady’s  oldest  boy,  he  was  eleven,  pulled  Santa’s  beard. 
You  know,  to  see  if  it  was  real— they  were  real  surj[)ri.sed  when 
it  was.  That  boy,  he’s  Uiirteen  now,  still  staimchly  believes  in 
Santa  Claus. 

''Say,  / used  to  know  an  old  lady  who  did  nice  things  for 
people.  Quite  a lady,  that  gal.  She’d  dead  now.  Afore  she  died, 
though,  she  used  to  take  stuff  to  the  "Forgotten  People,”  like 
she  called  ’em.  That’s  the  people  in  the  jail. 

"Every  year  she’d  take  ’em  at  least  fifty  bucks  worth  of  stuff, 
like  candy,  popcorn,  nuts,  cigarettes  and  the  like.  Then  afore 
she  died  she  made  her  husband  promise  to  do  it  every  year,  too. 
He  did,  only  he’d  just  take  it  there  and  tell  the  jailer  to  give  it 
to  the  prisoners' That  lady,  she  took  it  to  ’em  herself.  Made  sure 
everybody  got  something  because  she’d  hand  it  to  ’em.  Reckon 
nobody  does  it  now.  They’re  both  dead.” 

A former  member  of  a bishopric,  an  old  widower,  friendly, 
with  snowy  hair  and  a sparkle  in  his  eye,  hard  of  hearing  but 
fun  to  talk  to.  . . . Every  Christmas  he’d  get  up  early  and  visit 
all  his  neighbors  for  at  least  three  blocks  each  way.  “I’ve  just 
learned  to  love  them.  Somehow  I just  got  into  the  habit.” 

Mdkry  Todd  ....  she  starts  decorating  the  first  of  December 
and  tries  to  add  sometiting  new  every  week  until  Christmc^. 
'TIoUdays  are  always  special,  but  Christmas  is  the  most  special 
of  all.”  Merry,  who  fills  little  bottles  with  candy,  bakes  cakes 
and  bread  ....  "There’s  something  in  the  air  . . . the  essence 
of  Christmas.” 

Merry,  spiidtual  sister  of  Stella  Oaks  who  describes  Christmas 
as  “a  time  to  share  . . .”  Stella  who  has  never  made  less  than 
thirty  pies  on  Christmas  Eve  to  give  to  her  friends,  used  to  make 
loaves  and  loaves  of  bread  on  Christmas  Eve,  too,  until  she  got  a 
deep  freeze. 

Stella,  remembering  Christmas  in  her  parents’  home  ....  Her 
father  writing  songs  and  stories  the  family  still  uses,  taking  the 
children  out  in  the  sleigh  on  Christmas  Eve  while  her  mother 
made  “Santa  Surprises.” 

Stella's  home  where  Christmas  was  tradition  . . . decoafations 
kept  from  year  to  year,  red  and  green  paper,  tinsel,  real  candles. 

Anson  Lee,  heart  of  gold  under  a T-shirt,  roaring  that  he 
didn’t  want  any  of  whatever  was  being  sold,  and  his  wife, 
Marcia,  pretty,  little,  meek  . . . I'heir  confession  of  Christmas 
spirit  had  to  be  pried  out  of  them — some  150  neckties,  all 
])i'actically  new,  collected  for  men  at  the  mental  hospital,  dolls 
complete  with  clothes  for  some  of  the  women — every  year.  / 

Anson,  disdaining  braggarts,  retiring  to  the  kitchen,  popping 
hi.s  head  in  to  interrupt,  “Let  me  tell  you  something.  I don’t 
believe  in  all  these  funds.  I don’t  s’pose  more  than  about  two  per 
cent  of  the  money  people  put  into  charity-type  things  ever 
gets  to  the  people  who  need  it.  I say  if  people  need  it,  it  doesn’t 
matter  a damn  bit  how  they  get  it  nor  whose  business  it  is.”  , 

This  was  Anson  who  had  painted  a 37-room  church  all  alone, 
free. 

Anson  popping  out  of  tlie  kitchen  again  to  rock  with  gleeful 
laughter  ....  “I’ll  have  to  tell  you  about  this  little  old  lady. 
She  was  tlie  stubbomest  old  tiling!  She  needed  her  house  painted. 
I knew  it.  She  knew  it.  But  slje  w'ouldn’t  let  me  do  it.  ‘I  can’t 
. afford  it,  ’ she  kept  telling  me. 

“So  at  4 o’clock  one  morning  my  boy  and  I went  up  to  paint 
her  home.  That  was  one  surprised  lady  when  she  woke  up.  I’ll 
tell  you.  The  first  thing  she  said  was,  T can’t  pay  you  anything.’ 
Nobody  said  a thing  about  payin’  anybody.” 

Anson,  sobering  suddenly  to  say,  “/  know  the  bad  and  the 
good.  I know  what  its  like  to  go  without — how  it  feels  when  you 
havenlt  eaten  for  a week.” 

Anson,  bristling  with  a practical  philosophy,  “Ninety  per 
cent  of  a job  is  wanting  to  do  it.  A man  who  says,  ‘can’t’  is  a 
dam  fool.” 

“You  can’t  scrimp  and  save  to  get  sometliing  all  your  life 
because  when  you  do  get  it  you’ll  have  nothing.  You  will  have 
missed  the^  whole  universe  around  that  one  thing  you  wanted. 
1 know^  ‘cause  I learned  the  hard  way. 

“Look,  what’s  a million  dollars?  Nothing  but  a headache. 
Money’s  no  good.  You  know  ,if  I had  a million  dollars  I’d  give 
half  of  it  to  the  cancer  fund,  other  half  to  the  heart  fund.” 

Demure  little  Marcia  piping,  "How  about  me?  Wouldn’t  / even 
get  10  cents?” 

"yope!” 


JOLLY?  OLD?  SAINT?- 


CZc>rol4n  (^reen 

SANTA  CLAUS-  tU  .ince 

in  tU  mecat  pie. 

CLu?  is  your  roommci^’he  wko  . 
willingly  sleeps  witli  Te  ligkt  on  wLle  you  re 
kurrieJly  misLuttoning  your  sLrt  ai  6 in  ifie 
morning. 

Cl  C3US  Is  -tlie  ma'ilmon  Ulplessiy 
surrounJeJ  U guc:^cLng  coeT  drooling  on 
Ls  Lpel. 

^ania  Cl  causjs  o deep  ■pu^cklc^n  LLIe 
La’tk  tkcit  s’tc^ys  up  <and  foc^ming  until  you 
pull  tke  plug. 

, SANTA  CLAUS  is  a gt7ng  of 

wee  p(3sty  fingers  postering  tke  living  room 
wmdbw  witk  a St  cir  of  S^tkiekem  tk<at 
twenty  SOS  p^^ds  wi  11^ never  ke  c^kle  to 
evaJiicote. 

S<3ntc3  Cl  c^us  is  w<?termeIon  grin 
witkout  tke  seeds. 

s-t-o  C1US  Is  tke  -f— ountciln  of  Y^'jfk 
wltk  two  strcaws. 

CLus  Is  sc<7rlet  rlkkons  for 

ker  kciir. 

Sc^nta  Cl  taus  IS  tcikif^g  your  kcmdsome 

sirloin  wltk  notkihg  kut  tomc^to  ketckup  

rigkt  in  pukllc  — cand  kc^vlng  people  under- 
stcind. 

Cl  cius  Is  sgueezing  , tootkp£?ste 
from  tke  top  of  tke  tuke. 

SANTA  CLAUS  I.  opening 

Ckristmcis  kefore  Oooemker  25. 

S'^otci  CLos  is  oingels  kending  cear 


tke  ec^rtk  even  on  tke  -f—  our  lUfjuL 

^^kcat  Is  S<=iott3  CLos?  Not  me 
o.  red-c^nd-green  joNificotlon  In  or^c^nic  fi  [|)]l 
nor  a sgu^  elf  In  pin-strlped  overalls 
makes  a clandestine  entrance  tkrougk 
mall  s lot  on  Ckrjstmas  Cve. 

Out  it  wouldn  tYriatter  if  ke 
S^^nta  Cl  aus  is  an  aih'iiude. 
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Christmas  Dawn 

by  Lavina  Fielding 
'he  house  was  Christmas-quiet,  waiting  like  a child 
ind  a curtain  for  the  family  to  wake  up.  False 
Irn  was  in  the  expectant  room,  half-veiling  the  un- 
hristmas  tree,  glinting  silver  off  the  tinsel  and 
thing  the  careless  stacks  of  festive  gifts  with  sug- 
tion.  The  wreaths  and  ribbons  on  the  walls,  the 
|aey  furniture  was  shrouded  in  the  same  quick- 
er anticipation. 

OTHING  MOVED  AT  ALL  except  the  furry 
y kitten,,  playing  like  a blowing  lint-ball  in  the 
ner  deep  behind  the  spicy  fir  tree.  He  batted  at  a 
ky  popcorn  fallen  from  the  red-and-white  chains 
ping  the  tree  in  homemade  glamor,  then  settled  to 
w pensively  on  it. ' 

le  stopped  with  the  mauled  kernel  still  in  his 
.ith  as  four-year-old  LeAnn,  ''wakened  by  Christ- 
3 tingle,  cautiously  negotiated  the  hallway,  her 
ama’d  feet  scuffing  hushed  on  the  hardwood,  both 
ids  clasped  over  her  doll’s  tummy. 

'he  pajama  scraping  stopped  as  she  stepped  on  to 
i living-room  carpet  and  was  petrified  by  the  half- 
n splendor  of  the  room.  Eyes  and  mouth  saucered 
ler  the  scruffy  curls  and  her  pudgy  hands  tighten' 
on  her  doll’s  stomach. 


i MAMA!”  BETSY  PROTESTED,  but  LeAnn  set 
down  without  looking  at  her  and  tiptoed  into  the 
I m,  the  Christmas  dawn  reaching  out  to  cuddle  her 
■h  silver  hands.  The  magic  enclosed  her  like  a bub- 
and  she  floated  in  its  heart  past  the  red-bowed 
le  for  Lonny,  the  rocking  chair  for  Mary.  She  in- 
eted  them  gravely  as  she  passed,  elfin  approval 

9aer  brown  eyes,  but  the  awe  was  too  hushed  for 
ling  and  the  light  was  too  ghostly  for  touching, 
'he  bubble  dropped  her  before  the  pungent  pine 
j spreading  its  branches  over  the  wrapped  love- 
;s  below.  She  stood  in  her  yellow  pajamas  inspect- 
it  judiciously. 

uddenly  she  crowed,  clapping  her  hands  and  jigg- 
in  glee.  She  dropped  to  her  knees  and  burrowed 
ough  the  presents  like  a little  mole,  stopping  to 
lire  the  ones  she  had  wrapped  herself.  ’They  were 
eloped  precariously  in  sheets  of  wrapping  paper 
ked  together  with  snarled  wads  of  Christmas  tape 
! chains  of  stickers. 

HE  BULLDOZED  happily  through  one  side  and 
“ the  other,  chortling  to  herself, 
he  kitten  sat  on  its  fuzzy  haunches  and  stared 
her  with  his  head  cocked.  LeAnn  ci'awled  busily 
und  the  corner  and  halted,  still  on  hands  and 
es,  regarding  the  furry  kitten  wisely. 

'he  little  animal  yawned  lavishly  and  slewed  his 
gue  round  his  chops.  She  reached  out  with  both 
,ds,  lost  her  balance,  and  fell  still  bubbling  into 
corner.  She  clutched  the  overstaffed  little  body, 
l ( rmurming  to  it  in  a baby  treble.  The  kitten  stret- 
\ lid  between  her  chubby  hands  and  added  a content- 
jvenile  rasping. 

vJ'etsy  sat  on  the'  floor,  head  drooping,  watching 
' tree.  Dawn  crept  further  into  the  room,  lighting 
uprooted  trail  of  boxes  and  packages  and  one 
ow  foot  beneath  the  silver  ribbon  and  paper. 
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With  Their  Hands  In  Their  Pockets 


First  Place  Winner 
Universe  Short  Story  Contest 

^ by  Howard  Robinson 

IT  WAS  THE  second  day  after  Christmas, 
and  by  now  the  storm  had  passed,  leaving 
behind  it  the  cold  gray  sadness  of  the  calm; 
and  a doomed  Christmas  tree  stood  in  the 
window,  steadily  blinking  its  red  and  green 
and  blue  lights  at  the  passersby  in  the 
street,  who  walked  by  quickly  with  their 
hands  in  their  pockets  and  their  eyes  to  the 
ground  as  though  nothing  but  their  own 
worlds  and  their  own  problems  could  ever 
matter. 

IN  THE  MORNING  there  had  been  trou- 
ble in  the  home  — nothing  serious^  but  a dis- 
agreement of  ths*  kind  that  comes  on  days 
like  this  one  — and  by  late  afternoon  the 
young  man  left  the  house  and  problems  to- 
gether and  was  alone  to  think  his  own  per- 
sonal thoughts.  He  walked  to  the  bus-stop 
and  took  the  urban  to  the  City;  for  only  in 
a bus  crowd  or  in  a city  crowd  can  you  be 
alone  — the  men  in  their  black  coats  and 
Homburgs,  the  women  in  their  scaiwes,  each 
silent,  preoccupied  with  his  own  problems, 
looking  out  the  windows  and  seeing  nothing. 
It  was  a complete  anonymity. 

IN  THE  CITY  the  wind  whipped  up  be- 
tween the  tall,  darkened  buildings  like  a cold 
wind  in  a valley;  and  he  pulled  his  collar  up 
higher  at  the  back  of  his  neck  and  pushed 
his  hands  down  more  deeply  into  his  coat- 
pockets.  It  was  darkening  quickly  now,  and 
there  was  a damp  hint  of  snow  in  the  air. 
The  stores,  especially  the  ones  off  Main 
Street,  were  closed,  and  he  imagined  all  of 
the  clerks  and  shoppers  at  home  now,  en- 
joying the  leftovers  from  Christmas  dinner 
in  a clink  of  forks  and  a running,  laughing 
conversation. 

UP  FIFTEENTH  Street  — a block  off 
Main  — he  walked,  his  heels  beating  tlie 
rhythm  on  the  pavement;  there  were  only  a 
few  spaced  street-lights  and  a few  parked 
cars,  and  one  person  — a woman  wlio  walked 
slowly  and  unsure,  leaning  now  and  then  for 
-suuport  against  the  storefronts.  They  were 
the  only  two  people  on  the  street,  in  the 
City,  and  in  the  woi’ld,  it  seemed,  and  as  he 
passed  her  he  noticed  the  wet  on  her  clieeks 
and  around  her  lips,  glistening  tliere  in  the 
light  from  tlie  street-corner;  she  moaned 
softly  — drunken-like  — and  he  stopped  and 
turned  around.  There  was  nothing  else  to  do. 
She  looked  up  now  because  his  heels  weren’t 
clicking  anymore,  and  from  where  he  stood 
he  said,  “Can  I be  of  some  help?”  and  ap- 
proached her. 

THE  ONLY  ANSWER  was  a sigh  and  a 
shake  of  the  head,  and  as  he  stepped  to  her 
side  he  felt  fully  three  feet  taller  and  like 
a bully  as  he  asked  her  again  what  the  mat- 
ter was.  “Did  you  lose  something?”  (sob, 
shake  of  the  head) ; “Are  you  lost?”  (the 
same);  “Are  you  hungry?  Do  you  need 
money?” 

“No.”  Her  head  was  down,  and  she-wa.s 
trying  to  wipe  her  nose  and  eyes  without 
him  seeing.  “Go  away.”  Her  voice  was  weak 
and  not  too  clear. 

SHE  WORE  black-patent  heels  and  a ixeat 
gray  coat  with  a fur  collar,  and  on  her  lapel 
was  a sprig  of  holly  and  two  tiny  silver  bells. 
She  was  over  fifty,  it  seemed,  but  trim  for 
a woman  of  that  age,  though  tending  to  be 
slightly  stooped.  Slie  stopped  crying  now 
and  looked  up,  her  face  dry  but  her  nose 
still  sniffling.  She  had  the  most  pale  blue 
eyes  he  had  ever  seen;  and  when  he  saw 
those  eyes,  with  their  paleness  and  with  the 
sofe  folds  of  skin  around  them,  he  knew 
what  was  the  matter  — . as  much  as  you 
know  what  lies  at  tlie  end  of  a familiar  road, 
or  as  much  as  you  know  what  song  will  come 
up  next  on  the  juke-box  when  you  put  in  a 
dime  and  push  the  buttons.  He  was  stand- 
ing close  and  felt  that  he  was  crowding  her, 
and  he  stepped  back  a full  foot  to  give  her 
more  room.  “Are  you  lonely?”  he  said. 

SHE  NODDED  HER  head  yes  .and  sniffled 
again,  drawing  in  a deep  breath.  She  leaned 
against  the  building,  her  face  to  the  street, 
and  watched  a car  go  by.  “It’s  just  that,”, 
she  began,  “that,  it’s  so  terrible  . ., . such  a 
big  place,  this  time  of  year.” 

And  there  was  nothing  he  could  do  in  all 
the  world,  as  when  you  lu'eak  a promise  to 


a kid ; but  he  asked  hei’  again  anyway,  “Well 
I’d  like  to  help,”  and  she  shook  her  head  no 
as  he  knew  she  would,  and  he  walked  away 
from  her  with  the  click  on  the  sidewalk 
again. 

THEY  WERE  ONLY  a few  steps  from 
the  corner,  and  when  he  got  to  it  the  liglit 
was  I’ed  and  he  had  to  stop,  and  he  knew 
that  she  would  catch  him  before  it  clianged 
again.  In  a moment  there  was  an  arm  in 
his;  it  was  small,  thin;  but  firm,  as  if  she 
were  holding  to  something  she  hated  to  lose 
because  she  loved  it  or  as  if  she  were  afraid 
of  falling- down  a stairway  if  she  didn’t  hold 
tightly  to  the  hand-rail.  She  never  spoke, 
and  when  he  looked  down  at  Iier  she  was 
only  looking  at  the  light,  waiting  for  it  to 
change.  When  it  changed  they  walked  slowly 
across  the  street.  She  teetered  a bit,  and  he 
didn’t  dare  say  a word  because  he  knew  that 
she  was  pretending  something,  as  all  people 
do  to  get  away  from  cold  and  darkness  and 
lonliness. 

ON  THE  OTHER  side  she  began  to  talk. 
She  was  from  Pennsylvania,  she  said,  and  all 
her  children  were  there.  Yes,  they  were 
married.  No,  they  didn’t  want  her;  she’d 
gone  back  a few  w^eeks  ago,  then  had  pro- 
mised herself  never  to  return.  Her'  Inis- 
band?  Oh,  he  was  gone,  she  hadn’t  seen  liim 
in  six  yeai’s. 

They  walked  along,  still  slowly,  and  witli 
her  still  hanging  to  his  arm  as  if  tliey-were 
handcuffed.  She  was  silent  again  for  a few 
moments;  then,  in  the  middle  of  the  block 
they  stopped  in  front  of  a second-hand 
magazine  place  and  she  said,  “No,  no  . . . you 
go  home  to  your  family,’  ’as  if  she  had  just 
reached  a decision.  “I  don’t  want  you  to 
think  . . .”  She  stopped  for  a moment,  then, 
“Just  leave  me  alone.  Go  on  home.” 

AND  HE  WANTED  to,  he  really  did  want 
to  leave  her,  but  he  didn’t  know'  how  exactly, 
so  he  said,  “You’d  better  go  home  now  to 
your  place  and  sleep  it  off;  and  you’ll  feel 
better  tomorrow;  and  you  shouldn’t  be  walk- 
ing around  the  dark  streets  by  yourself  any- 
way.” And  that  made  him  feel  good. 

But  she  said  “No,”  and  tliat  was  all.  And 
he  said,  “Maybe  I could  give  you  my  number 
so  that  you  could  call  me  if  you  need  help  or 
something.”  That  w'as  a good  way,  he 
thouglit.  That  was  the  usual  w'ay  to  break 
off  anything:  “Here’s  my  numbei-,”  or  “I’ll 
give  you  a call,”  or  “You  call  me  sometime,” 
or  something  like  that  and  everyone  know's 
that  no  one  will  ever  call  anyone.  He 
fumbled  for  a pencil,  and  she  handed  him  an 
envelope,  and  he  printed  a name  and  phone 
number  in  big.  easily  read  letters  on  the  back 
of  it.  Then  he  gave  it  to  her  and  said,  “It 
. was  nice  meeting  you,”  and  started  away. 
She  held  her  hand  out  nearly  chest  high  for 
him  to  shake;  and  he  did,  and  it  was  weak 
and  the  smallest  and  coldest  hand  he’d  ever 
known. 

ALL  OF  A SUDDEN  he  had  to  get  away, 
and  he  smiled  as  well  as  he  could  and  said, 
“Call  me  if  you  need  anything,”  and  began 
to  back  away.  She  looked  and  nodded  and 
sort  of  waved  but  just  stood  tliere;  and  lie 
turned  and  almost  ran,  clicking  all  thfe  time 
faster  and  faster  against  the  hard  sidewalk, 
away  fibm  those  pale  blue  eyes  with  the  soft 
folds  of  skin  around  them,  until  at  the  coi'iier 
he  turned  and  soon  felt  safe. 

He  slowed  down  to  a walk  and  looked  at 
himself  in  the  dark  windows  and  looked  down 
at  his  polished  bi'own  shoes  clicking  slowly 
on  the  pavement.  Slie,was  only  fifty.  Older, 
and  she  could  have  died  soon  and  left  it  all; 
younger,  and  she  could  have  begun  some- 
thing new.  But  he  wondered  what  a woman 
at  fifty  could  do  who  was  alone  and  miles 
away  from  home,  and  whose  husband  had 
left  her  and  who.se  family  didn’t  want  her; 
and  the  only  answer  he  could  think  of  was 
the  onlj' answer  there  was:  nothing. 

On  I\Iain  Street  again,  whei'e  there  were 
a few  more  lights  and*  a few  more  open 
stores,  he  stood  on  the  corner  at  the  bus- 
stop  and  watched  the  people  go  by  with 
their  Iiands  shoved  down  deep  in  their 
pockets.  It  would  be  good  to  get  back  home. 
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Completely  Different  For  Christmas 


by  Carolyn  Green 

Christmas  con  be  excmdoting  when  you 
haven't  got  the  spirit,  and  I was  being  heavily, 
heavily  taxed  with  a merriment  I absolutely 
could  not  feel.  I didn't  want  to  be  iust  a com- 
mon bewailer  of  the  "flagrant  comniercioliza- 
tion"  of  our  most  reverent  holiday,  but  I guess 
that  was  exactly  what  I was  doing. 

Christmas  is  just  pure  and  unadulterated 
tradition,  I thought.  Pure  and  unadulterated.  And 
about  as  personal  as  . . well  . . oh  bojheration! 
impaled  on  a simile.  Well  anyway,  Christmas 
is  cold — stony,  and  foo  much  a group  effort.  Oh, 
granted  we  hove  a few  comparatively  recent 
traditions  that  show  definite  individual  invent- 
iveness. Like  one-stop  shopping  and  a labor 
union  for  Santa  Claus(es)  and  the  backassward 
proliferation  of  out-of-season  merchandise.  Do 
you  begin  to  understand  the  problem  I was 
having  wifh  myself?  Spiritually  defunct  ^ 

OH,  TRUE,  I had  painted  Luke  2:10-1 1 in  large 
gold  Gothic  on  the  living  room  mirror  where 
I could  reflect  on  its  magnificence,  but  I didn't 
feel  like  decking  the  halls  with  boughs  of  holly 
or' mistletoe  or  German  16-pointed  starts  or 
anything  else.  It  was  Christmas  and  I was 
completely  soured  with  the  season. 

At  our  house  however,  we  hove  a self-com- 
missioned ambassador  to  guard  against  any 
long-suffering  in  silence  and  there  she  come 
sauntering  into  the  room,  waving  a candy 
cone  and  balancing  a piece  of  fruitcake  del- 
icately upon  two  fingers. 

"Hi,  Scrooge,"  she  piped. 

Susan  was  barely  a year  younger  than  I 
but  she  was  unforgivcdDly  erudite  and  we  were 
always  entangling  like  two  peas  fighting  for 
command  of  the  pod.  If  there  really  is  a lass 
with  the  delicate  air  I guess  you'd  hove  to 
say  it  was  Susan.  But  she's  the  kind  of  person 
who  would  nail  leotards  to  the  mantel  at 
Christmastime  in  lieu  of  Stockings  and  it  made 
me  ill. 

"I'M  GOING  to  predict  your  future,"  she 
droned.  "Tonight  you  will  be  visited  by  three 
mystic  Spirits  and  — " 

"You're  nutty  as  a fruitcake,"  I broke  in- not 
very  originally.  "And  still  shoveling  it  in,  I see." 
I noticed. the  thick  meas.ure  of  jeweled  coke 
coming  opart  in  her  lap  and  almost  wished 
I hadn't  firmly  resolved  to  abhor  such  gobble- 
dygook. 

"Plum  pudding,  fruitcake,  vrassaii,  spritz  and 
all  delicate,  buttery  morsels  of  the  season,"  she 
chanted,  waving' her  food  iri  front  of  my  face. 

I picked  up  McCall's  for  January  and'  started 
unconcernedly  to  flip  the  pages.  ' 

"ESCAPE  nCTION!"  she  yelled.  "And  you 
can't  escape  me.  I'm  going  to  take  your  tem- 
perature. Open  "Wide  and  soy  Noel." 

I opened  my  mouth  in  the  hope  that  some 
wick^  remark  would  hurtle  out  and  turn  her 
blue,  but  she  expertly  rammed  the  long  end 
of  her  candy  cone  under  my  tongue  and  sot 
there  looking  pleased. 

CRUNCH!  I"  pulverized  her.  thermometer. 
"And  that's  what  I think  of  your  diagnosis. 
Miss  Nightingale,"  I hissed  through  broken 
pieces  of  peppermint. 

"Oh,  but  I haven't  made  one  yet.  Do  you 
want  to  tell  me  where  it  really  hurts?" 

I PUT  DOWN  the  McCcdl's  and  drew  my 
eyes  around  the  room.  Icicle  tinsel,  cranberry 
strings,  paper  chains,  hanging  bulbs,  bubble 
lights,  flanks  of  Christmas  cards,  and  nutshells 
on  the  rug  . . .^yes,  where  did  it  really  hurt? 

"I  think  it  hits  me  hard  about  the  middle,"  I 
said. 

"Like  something  you  didn't  eat  never  had  a 
chance  to  agree » with  you." 

"No,  I mean  . . . well,  did  you  ever  think  how 
stimulating  .^it  might  be  to  hove  something 
completely  different  for  Christmas?" 

"What?" 

"Like  Christ." 

"Oh,  the  mists  ore  dispersing,"  she  brighten- 
ed. "You've  put  a pox  on  the  whole  world 
tonight  and  haven't  been  vaccinated  yourself. 
Look,  honey,  there's  nothing  tainted  about 
Santa  Clous  and  mistletoe — " 

"AND  RED-NOSED  reindeer?"  I iriterrupted. 
"Thirty-two  feet  and  eight  little  tails.  Sounds 
like  one  of  Walt  Di^ey's  Looney  Tunes.  And 
what's  this  business  about  Santa  Claus'  bang- 
ing around  in  the  chimney  stones  if  it's  not 
just  a euphemistic  version  of  the  Big  Bad 
Wolf  and  the  Three  Little  Pigs?  It  might  be 
more  exciting  if  we  sat  a boiling  bowl  of  egg- 
nog in  the  fireplace  and  let  him  stand  outside 
and  huff  and  puff  to  get  in." 

Susan  had  placed  her  fruitcake  on  the  back 
of  my  hand  and  walked  over  to  the  tree.  She 
stood  there  twisting  one  of  the  bulbs  in  its 


socket  so  that  the  lights  flashed  on  and  off  the 
pine  branches. 

"Okay,"  she  said.  "I  guess  you  know  what 
they  do  to  blasphemers  where  I come  from — | 
but  since  you  ore  my  own  poor  blood  relation, ; 
deranged  since  bir&i  ....  Will  you  join  me  in  | 
a prayer  for  clemency?"  j 

SHE  LOOKED  at  me  hard  for'  a few  suspend- ' 
ed  moments  as  if  deeply  anxious  to  worm  in-' 
side.  I could  feel  the  penetration.  Her  tongue 
swiped  melodramatically  at  the  inside  of  her , 
cheek  and  she  stood  there  very  still  and  very . 
wise.  My  toes  poked  nervously  betv/een  the' 
sofa  cushions.  My  body  was  an  uncomfortable 
boll.  ! 

It  was  unnaturally  calm  'and  hushed  and 
there  probably  really  wasn't  a creature  stirring . 
not  even  a mouse.  I felt  os  if  my  first  Spirit  i 
were  about  to  arrive.  ^ | 

Susan  returned  for  her  fruitcakes.  "Well,  any-; 
way,"  she  sighed,  "I'm  not  going  to  let  you ' 
just  sit  here  and  get  sick  on  accident  fumes  of 
frankincense  and  myrrh.  Time  for  Monopoly! 
and  she  half  disappeared  into  the  bottorh' 
cabinet  of  the  buffet  where  we  keep  the  games. 

for  as  long  os. I can  recall,  we  hove  ployed 
Monopoly  on  Christmas  Eve  and  I hove  always 
thought  we  would  make  a great  Christmas 
feature  for  the  Wall  Street  Journal.  Whenever 
anyone  was  prying  enough  to  ask  about  our 
personalized  family  celebration  of  the  holidays 
I would  just  have  to  tell  them  we  took  a ride  on 
the  Reading  or  advanced  our  token  to  the  near- 
est utility,  and  sometimes  went  directly  to 
jail. 

I DESPISED  the  game,  for  I never  had  a 
prayer  and  my  financial  adventures  too  closely 
paralleled  life  to  be  comforting.  But  that  night 
was  compound  misery.  Susan  had  built  up  a 
lucrative  resort  area  around  three  sides  of  the 
board  and  there  was  nothing  to  light  on  but 
her  hotels.  I,  of  course,  was  a pauper  on  his 
way  to  debtors'  prison  and  prayed  mightily 
• that  the  dice  would  always  connect  me  up 
with  Chance  or  Community  Chest. 

Finally,  I landed  squarely  within  the  luxury 
of  the  enemy's  camp.  It  was,  of  course,  in- 
evitable but  I was  as  sour  qs  curdled  cream. 
It  just  didn't  seem  right  that  such  economic  in- 
equality could  persist  on  Christmas  Eve.  And 
were  parlor  gomes  really  conducive  to  prc^r 
worship?  What  if  the  Three  Magi  had,  been  out 
Ixick  playing  Parcheesi'  instead  of  following 
the  Star?  I had  an  idea  that  if  all  I did  was 
mortgage  property,  I might  never  catch  the 
spirit. 

Susan  grinned  art  me  quizzically. 

I MADE  AN  uncoordinated  grab  for  all 
money  under  my  side  of  the  board  cmd  with  a 
look  of  utter  fatality  I thrust  it  toward  her.  There, 
I thought,  it's  Christmas  Eve  and  I'm  bankrupt 
in  counterfeit  and  bankrupt  in  coin  of  the  realm. 
One  more  mortgage  cmd  I suppose  they  can 
come  and  reposses  my  soul. 

Susan  sat  up  straight  on  her  strawberry  pil- 
low cmd  brusquely,  definitely  waved  my  bills 
aside.  She  looked  at  me  through  a narrow 
squint  which  was  obviously  meant  to  be  a 
glare  of  incontestible  caithority. 

"I'm  terribly  sorry,"  she  bWcm  diplomatic- 
ally, "but  you  ccm't  stay  here.  You  see,  all  the 
world  has  come  to  be  taxed  cmd  we  simply 
haven't  a single  room  left  at  the  inn." 

She  moved  my  mcm  down  the  board  and 
with  her  droll  little  mouth  drawn  up  like  a bow 
she  handed  me  the  dice. 

"Well,  hark!"  I murmured  softly,  "Hark,  the 
Herald  Angels  Sing." 


Stockings 


by  Jean  McQueen 
The  wind  kept  shifting  the  deep 
snow  back  and  forth  across  the 
barren  land,  while  cattle,  some 
lost,  and  ail  hungry,  complained 
and  sank  deep  in  white.  From 
house  to  house  each  man  thought 
of  the  food  supply.  Hunger  seem- 
to  dominate  every  man’s  mind. 

The  hog^s  must  have  been  bit- 1 ™ 

terly  cold  that  year  though  anything  and  were 

Indian  ever  told  us  about  it.  | 


to  put  on  warm  stockings 
those  cold  shoes  of  mine 
heart  pounded,  I sure  v 

ilVVV  illj  AVttC  ¥V\_,V, 


WE  LIVED  NEAR  the  i 


tion  in  our  two-room  house.  There 


were  eleven  of  us,  plus  Mom.  | 


Dad  was  always  running;  poly- 
gamists had  to.  Right  after 
Thanksgiving,  Mom  had  sat  us 
all  down  and  read  us  the  Christ- 
mas story  from  the  Bible.  She 
said  it  was  foolish  to  read  it  on 
Christmas  Eve,  because  that  gave, 
no  one  enough  time  to  think  of 
its  meaning.  The  se^s  needed 
time  to  grow  in  our  hearts.  Mom 
was  smart,  but  we  all  kinda 
figured  that  we  were  si^pposed 
to  think  of  that  story  so  much 
that  none  of  us  would  miss  the 
presents  that  weren’t  coming. 

THAT  YEAR  MOM  worked 
harder  than  ever  before  to  make 
a nice  Christmas.  I watched  the 
progress  from  beneath  the  covers 
every  day.  Of  course  she  never 
knew  she  was  being  watched,  but 
sleeping  with  her,  I found  it  hard 
not  to  wake  when  she  climbed  out 
of  bed,  because  in\'ariably  she 
climbed  back  in  a few  minutes  to 
get  warm.  In  the  early  morning, 
long  before  the  others  woke,  she 
was  up,  busy  making,  something 
with  the  wool  that  John,  my  big 
brother,  had  cut  off  the  poor 
sheep.  Day  after  day  she  washed, 
spun  and  knitted.' Then  one  morn- 
ing I saw  what  she  was  making. . 

. . socks.  Oh,  that  .would  feel  good 


In  Search 
of  the 

Evergreen  Soul 


by  Olivia  Fierce 
First  Place  Winner 
Universe  Poetry  Contest 


'They  sent  me 
To  behold  the  tree 
In  its  glittering  spangles 
Of  color. 

I saw — but  it  wasn’t  there. 


They  sent  Ifie 
To  the  bustling  street 
And  its  crowds  of  shoppers 
With  spirit. 

1 saw — but  it  wasn’t  there. 


They  sent  me 

To  watch  the  children 

On  the  knee  of  their  friend  with 

the 

Beard  of  Snow 
i saw — but  it  wasn’t  there. 


and  Mom  was  the 
other  one  lo  know.'  She 
pretty  that  day;  she  didn’t 
look  liko  our  mother.  She  -se  L 
more  liko  a playmate  who  ' 
play  “Secret”  with  mo.  She 
all  day  and  kept  kidding  all 
about  our  “cold  feet.” 

IJ^TE  THAT  NIGHT  sh<  « 
up,  took  the  eleven  pair  of 
from  their  hidden  place  an* 
to  work  blocking  them.  Nevt 
fore  or  after  have  home  pt 
stockings  seemed  more  appei 
They  were  beautify!.  Mom 
have  felt  a special  pride  wh* 
last  she  hung  them  out 
clothesline  to  dry.  The  wind 
died  dowm,  and  snow  lay  ' 
ful  and  clean  on  tHe  ugly  il 

I WOKE  EARLIER  than  Th 
or  on  Christmas  and 
through  our  one  glass  windoi 
ward*  the  line.  Was  it  a mistl 
No,  the  socks  were  gone!  Ml 
came  and  with  a twinkle  iif 
eye  asked  me  what  was  so  f 
nating  outside.  I swallowed  I 
and  told  her  only  the  snowJ 
eye  found  the  clothesline' 
her  face  fell,  the  twinkle  ' 
peared  and  tears  gatherej 
their  place.  Yes,  the  socks  1 
gone,  stolen  during  the  niglf 

THERE  WERE  no  pre  i 
that  Christmas,  but  as  the  1^6! 
wore^on,  we  gathered  aroun* 
coal  stove  and  read  once  mor 
story  of  Christmas  the  apt 
knew.  Mother  told  us  she 
us  in  such  a way  that  we  cri 

Springtime  came  easily, 
blooming  cactus,  lilies,  an( 
sorts  of  lizards.  Each  day  * ' 
snow  melted  from  the  moun  ) 
and  brought  witl^  it  hermi 
dians  who  had  trapped  or 
all  winter. 

OIJD  DAISY  and  her  fijr 
were  among  those  who  cart  i”' 
the  valley.  As  they  walked 
our  home  I was  not  surpria 
notice  that  each  of  her  chi! 
had  a pair  of  homespun  ^ tidyi 
ings.  Resentment  flared.  Bi 
most  as  fast,  I heard  Mother 
ing,  “For  unto  us  a s< 
giv^en  . . 

Empty  stockings  have 
been  ®o  full. 


“Go”  they  said, 

“See  the  family  bowed 
Before  the  oily  golden  skin  of  a 
turkey 

Giving  thanks.” 

I saw— but  it  wasn't  there. 
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igskin  [prognostications 

Note:  This  is  the  final  in  a series  of  weekiy  prognostications  in  which  the  Daiiy  Universe  Sports  Staff  has  attempted 
let  the  outcome  of  seiected  gridiron  contests  in  the  West  and  across  the  nation.  The  staff  includes  the  regular  Unl- 
ports  stati  plus  one  or  two  sportsminded  guests  who  are  invited  to  outguess  our  '•guesses"  e«ch  week  This  week’s 
Deludes  Sports  Editor  Bud  Tolmaa  and  Assistant  Stan  Hodge,  writers  Doug  Christensen,  Kim  Brewster.  Lome  Olson 
, Paddock  and  guest  Dick  Seiger. 


TcpGrIdironTeiiins, Stars 
Featured  In  Bowl  Games 


B Tolman 
(93-44-1) 
.677 

S.  Hodge 
(85-52-1) 
.620 

D. Christensen 
(86-51-1) 
.627 

K.  Brewster 
(79-58-1) 
.576 

L.  Olson 
guest 

D.  Seiger 
guest 

B. 'Paddock 
guest 

Bowl 

Nebraska 

Nebraska 

Nebraska 

Nebraska 

Auburn 

Nebraska 

Auburn 

Mississippi 

Alabama 

Alabama 

Mississippi 

Alabama 

Mississippi 

Mississippi 

Bowl 

Texas 

Texas 

Texas 

Navy 

Texas 

Navy 

Texas 

>wl 

Illinois 

Illinois 

Illinois 

Illinois 

Illinois 

Washington 

Illinois 

owl 

N,  Carolina 

N.  Carolina 

N.  Carolina 

N.  Carolina 

Air  Force 

N.  Carolina 

N.  Carolina 

Oregon 

SMU 

SMU 

Oregon 

Oegon 

SMU 

SMU 

net  Bowl 

Baylor 

Baylor 

Baylor 

' Baylor 

Baylor 

Baylor 

Baylor 

Bowl 

Miss.  St.  ^ 

Miss.  St. 

Miss.  St. 

Miss.  St. 

Miss.  St, 

Miss.  St, 

Miss.  St. 

Bowl 

South 

North 

North 

North 

H North 

South 

South 

est 

East 

East 

East 

East 

Bast 

West 

West 

outh 

South 

North. 

North 

South 

North 

North 

South 

■ay 

. Gray 

Blue 

Blue 

Gray 

Gray 

Blue 

Gray 

rolls 

New  York 

Chicago 

New  York 

Chicago 

New  York 

Chicago 

Chicago 

iner-ups 

Cleveland 

Green  Bay 

Green  Bay 

Green  Bay 

^Cleveland 

Green  Bay 

Green  Bay 

5»Vith  the  regular  season  fin- 
ally finished  the  College  Bow^l 
picture  begins  to  take  some  of 
the  sports  spotlight  with  several 
inter-section^  all-star  games 
sharing  some  of  the  luster. 

THE  ROSE  BOUT,  will  have 
to  take  a back  seat  to  a couple 
other  classics  this  year  with  not- 
so-tough  Illinois  and  even  weaker 
Washington  competing  for  the 
Rose  crown. 

Dallas,  Texas' will  hold  most  of 
the  limelight  witli  the  two  top 
teams  in  the  nation,  Texas  and 
Navy,  battling  in  the  . Cotton 
Bowl.  Always  tough  Mississippi 
and  Alabama  will  oppose  each 
other  in  the  Sugar  Bowl. 

Miami’s  Orange  Bowl  features 


Y Students  Encouraged 
To  Attend  Ski  Classes 


rake  and  Front 
:End  Special 

JV  .$15  and  $10  Value 
only  $9.95 

ludes: 

Align  Front  Wheels 
Balance  Front  Wheels 


- Repack  Front  Wheel 
, . .''1  Bearings 

Adjust  Brakes,  Add 
Brake  Fluid  if  Necessai*y 


«»S)i 


ns 

Jonoco  Service 

1200  North  150  East 
OSS  from  Helaman  Halls 

pen  24  hours  for  your 
Convenience 


B.Y.U.  students  have  been  in- 
vited this  year  to  participate  in 
the  Provo  Recreation  Ski  classes 
either  Friday  evenings  at  Timp 
Haven  or  at  Park  City  for  an 
all^ay  Saturday  program,  ac-  ^ 
cording  to  Linn  Rockwood,  Parks 
and  Recreation  Director,\ 

THE  FRIDAY  evening  prog- 
ram at  Timp  Haven  is  designed 
for  those  who  cannot  attend  on 
Saturday^  or  who  prefer  smaller 
groups  with  less  congestion  at 
the  ski  area.  Buses  will  leave 
about  4:15  p.m.,  and  skiers  may 
take  a two-hour  class  and  then 
ski  until  9:30  p.m.  if  they  wish. 
Registration  fee  will  be  $14.00, 
but  a person  skiing  after  the  les- 
son is  over  must  purchase  a ride 
pass. 

The  Pai'k  City  program  on 
Saturday  is  designed  for  all  ski- 
ers who  want  to  participate  in  a 
high-powered,  all-day  program, 
providing  an  extra  amount  of  in- 
struction from  the  best-fjualified 
instructors,  on  the  most  modem 
and  comfortable  skiing  facilities 
in  the  state,  and  combining  a 
maxir^m  of  skiing  time  with  a 
minimum  of  waiting  ^r  lost  time. 

THE  COST  of  registration 
for  this  premium  program  will 
only  be  comparable  to  what  an 
individual  would  pay  for  six  all- 
day trips  to  any  major  ski  area 
on  his  owTi  with  no  instruction, 
if  he  were  to  purchase  an  all- 
day lift  pass  each  day.  The  regis- 
tration fee  is  $32.00  for  a six- 
week  program  at  the  ski  area  and 
one  week’s  preliminarj’  instruc- 


MADSEN  CLEANING 

Use  any  of  our  five  conveniently  located 
campus  stations 

:*NN0N  CENTER-Main  Desk  • ALLEN  HALL-Head  Resident 
lERITAGE  HALLS-Wells  Hall  • WYMOUNT  lERRACE-Main  Office 
• KNICHT-MANGUM-Head  Resident 


MAIN  OFFICES 
9 North  University  Ave. 


1275  North  150  East 


tion  and  grouping  on  Jan.  4.  The 
first  trip  to  PeU-k  City  will  be 
Jan.  11,  so  students  can  enroll 
and  begin  after  coming  back 
from  the  holidays  and  not  miss 
any  trips  to  Park  City.  The  reg- 
istration fee  includes  transporta- 
tion; but  those  who  furnish  their 
own  way  register  for  just  $28.00. 

Instruction  for  all  programs  is 
directed^ by  Howard  Uibel,  with 
some  of  the  best-qualified  instruc- 
tors in  the  area  assisting.  Those 
who  desire  two  instructional  ses- 
sions each  day,  rather  than  one, 
can  take  an  afternoon  class  at 
Pai’k  City  at  no  extra  cost.  Spe- 
cial help  will  also  be  given  to 
those  desiring  this. 

ALL  STUDENTS  who  can  do 
a proper  snowplow  turn  wiU  re- 
ceive an  all-day  pass  good  on  all 
Park  City  lifts,  including  gondola 
lift,  each  Saturday  for  the  six- 
week  program.  This  is  included 
in  the  registration  fee.  . 

Enroll  now  or  after  the  holi- 
days in  the  P^rk  City  program. 
Merely  indicate  your  desire  to  en- 
roll in  the  Friday  evening  pro- 
gram at  Timp  Haven  by  calling 
the  Recreation  office  373-5510 
Ext.  25,  where  full  details  can 
l6e  obtained. 

Girls  Required 
To  Manage 
’Mura!  Sports 

Sportsmanagers  are  needed  for 
the  Women’s  Intramural  Pro- 
gram, Publicity  Director  Sheiyl 
Condie  announced  Monday. 

The  managers  are  n«^ed  for 
the  sports  of  basketball,  bowling 
and  table  tennis  and  any  girl  in- 
terested in  these  sports  is  urged 
to  apply. 

All  applicants  must  contact 
Elaine  Michaels,  Ext.  2816,  or 
Mary  Wilson,  374-1522  by  Tues- 
day. 


Big  Eight  champ  Nebraska  and 
surprising  Auburn  and  a second 
Florida  show,  the  Gator  Bowl 
will  put  North  Carolina  against 
Air  Force. 

MISSISSIPPI  State  and  North 
Carolina  State  will  battle  for 
honors  in  the  Liberty  Bowl  and 
two  otlier  Texas  games  wih  see 
Oregon  meeting  Southern  Meth- 
odists and  Baylor  will  tackle 
Louisiana  State  in  the  Bluebon- 
net Bowl. 

The  four  top  all-star  contests 
will  pit  East  against  West  and 
North  against  South  in  the  two 
shrine  games  and  the  North  and 
South  will  pick  another  set  of 
teams  to  match  in  the  Blue-Gray 
and  the  Senior  Bowl  games. 


EXCELLENT  SKIING 
COASTING  and  ICE  SKATING 

(under  the  fines) 

TIMP  HAVEN 

PROVO  CANYON 

Eat  in  the  beautiful  Kite  Kai  Dining  Hall 
Combo  and  Dancing  Every  Saturday  Night 


WIN  A PORTABLE  TV! 

One  of  you  lucky  gals  will  win  a portable  TV  just  for 
getting  your  Christmas  Permanent  from  one  of  our 
specialists. 

EVERYBODY  WINS 

Each  of  you  will  received  a FREE  Skin  Analysis  and 
Cosmetic  Application. 

Call  Now  For  Your  Appointment 

Piaja  Semtif 


12th  North  $th  West 


3;S'4-13TS 


h G.  mm  g SON 

Safety  Specials 


SEAT 

BELTS 


IT 45  NORTH  5th  WEST 
— PROVO,  UTAH  — 
ALWAYS  FIRST  WITH  NEW 
THINGS  FOR  YOUR  CAR  . . . 

Rugged  nylon  « 


the  color  of  your  choice. 
Rated  at  i.OOO  lbs.  with 
meta!  to  metal  fastners. 
Approved  by  the  Ameri- 
can Safety  Council. 


OME  STUDY 


EARN  EXTRA  CREDIT  DURING  THE  HOLIDAY  PERIOD 

er  hours  of  credit  irom  Dec.  18,  1963  to  Jan.  6,  1964. 
ny  particular  semester. 

DULT  EDUCATION  AND  EXTENSION  SERVICES 


lU  can  earn  ‘2  semester  hours  of  credit  from  Dec.  18,  19G3  to  Jan.  6,  1964.  This  is  an  open  period  and  credit  earned  during  this  time  will  not  be 
x>rded  as  credit  for  any  particular  semester. 

EXT.  2868  T16,  SOUTH  ENTRANCE 


Daily  Universe 


Church  Group 
Slates  Party 


Chortered  Busses 
Leave  For  Holidoys 

Students  traveling  on  the  char- 
toi-ed  bus  to  the  Bay  Area  may 
board  the  bus  at  5 p.m.  on  the 
Fioldhouse  parking  lot.  F'or  addi- 
tional information,  call  Janet 
Homes,  374-5257. 


SAVE  $15.00 


on  your  trip  home 

We  Have  Cars  For  La 
Vegas,  Phoenix,  San 
Francisco 


Tlie  Orem  Stake  M-Men  and 
Gleaners  will  sponsor  a Yulelide 
Tarty  for  students  in  the  area 
Dec.  28  at  Orem  First  and  24th 
Ward  Chapel.  200  East  200  North. 
Orem.  Dress  is  semi-formal.  Res- 
en'ations  may  be  made  through 
Kathiyn  Varley  225-0738.  Cost  is 
$1.75  per  person. 


The  East  Pn)\  o Stake  will  sponsor  a dinner  and  danoe 
on  New  Year’s  Eve  for  members  of  the  Provo  stakes  and 
]>YU  students  who  will  be  in  town  during  the  lioliday  period. 

Tlie  pot  luck  dinner  will  begin  at  7 p.m.  in  the  Manavu 
Ward,  400  E.  (iOO  North.  Admission  to  the  dinner  will  be 
one  covered  dish — a salad,  dessert  or  main  course.  Tliose 
able  to  bring  cooked  foods  are  encouraged  to  do  so. 

Following  the  dinner,  the  dance 
uill  begin  at  9:30  p.m  in  the 
East  Provo  Stake  House.  900 
East  100  South.  Admission  to  the 
event  is  $1.75  per  couple. 

Noisemakers  and  decorations 
will  be  distributed  for  welcoming 
in  1964.  The  dance  will  end  at 
12:30  a.m. 

All  tickets  may  be  purchased 
at  the  door  Dec.  31. 


A few  seats  are  left  on  the 
San  Eraneisco  ybus  according  to 
Ken  Babcock,  ^4-1165. 


WE,  THE  STAFF  AND  MANAGE- 
MENT OF  THE  BYU  BOOK- 
STORE HAVE  APPRECIATED 
YOUR  PATRONAGE  THIS  PAST 
YEAR. 

MAY  THIS  HAPPY  YULETIDE 
SEASON  FIND  YOU  SUR- 
ROUNDED BY  YOUR  LOVED 
ONES.  . . . MAY  PEACE  AND 
SAFETY  BE  YOUR  PORTION 
NOW  AND  IN  THE  YEAR  TO 
COME. 


/ \ No  Menoy  Down 

1^^  8oW  pond- 
featuros  a 
beautiful  diamond 
w h«ld  in  the  fingertips 

of  a golden  hand. 
Dainty  matching  chain. 
Illuitration  enlarged  to  show  defail. 


VIRGINIA  Lee  new  furnished  apart!  i 
Girls.  Phone  ■225-0991  or  374 


CHRISTMAS  Trees  - ail  sizes  - reasonable 
prices.  244  S.  300  W.,  Provo.  12-20 


GUITARS  and  amplifiers.  Fonder.  Gibson, 
Hannony,  etc.  All  prices.  Also  ukes, 
banjos,  and  accordians.  Heifer  Music, 
158  South  1st  West,  Provo.  Closed 
MoiKiays. 2-13 


UNIVERSE  CLASSIFIEDS 


55.  Sleeping  Rooms 


61.  Roommate  Wanted 


-SPECIAL  rates  to  parents  of  "Y"  stu- 
dents.All  new  Imperial  400  Motel.  40 
West  300  South  FR  3-0660.  12-17-63 


ROOM  for  four  more  itirls  S25.  In, 
utilities.  658  N.  7th  E.  .373-3759. 


51.  Sporting  Goods  for  Sale 


1 .V.  Rerr^ls.  Guaranteed  perform- 

ance. $12.95.  $i0.00  per  mohf-h. 
All  payments  may  be  applied  io 
purchase. 

Triple  E.,  Inc. 

1698  South  State,  Orem 
225-3420  ' 


1.  Special  Notices 


TWO  girls  to  .share  newly  dec 
homo  near  university.  Call  AC  5 



SKI  outfit  ust-d  .'.’.-•i"  t 

poles  S65,  373-1091. 


times.  Boots, 


POM.MA  Stake  Christmas  Party  Mt,  Baldy, 

Monday.  December  23rd.  1963.  8 to 
12:30,  Buckhorn  Lodge  Annex.  Dress: 
Aluii\ti  swrt.  12-18 


22  Pistol  Westci 


stylo  Custom  grips 


FAMILY  style  meals  — 
Campus  765  N.  4th  E. 


block  from 


Perfect  condition.  374-234- 


TFN 


52.  For  Sale  • Miscellaneous 


58.  Apartments  for  Rent 


TWO  riders  — ? 
7 a.m.  Dec  21. 
■373-2547. 


Mesa,  Arizona. 
1.  Call  Bob  1 


TYPING  Paper. 'Best  quality,  100  sheets 
37.1.1321. 


VACANCY  for  one  boy.  Near  campus.  §20 
373-6261, TFN 


Winter  rates  for  BYU  students  and 
faculty  — $1.00 

Special  rates  on  ride,  dine  and  danc 
for  group  of  20  or  more. 
225-6206 


75c.  500  .sheets  only  $3:50. 


! TO  Pittsburgh,  Pe?Sn.  or  \ici 
! ISth.  Cali  Alan.  373-1157. 


USED  compact  vacuum,  S25.  Kirby  vac- 
uum, like  new.  Attachments  and  pol- 
isher.  Terms.  374-1804.  12-18 


ROOM  for  six  boys  in  furnished  apart- 
men!  815  W,  300  S. 12-18 


36.  Services  Wanted  - Misc. 


GIRLS  new  furnished  apartments  avail- 
able next  semester.  Phone  225-0991  oi 
374-2326, 12-18 


>9.  Bicycles,  Motorcycles 


STUDENT  wanted  to  tutor  first  year 
Spanish  student  during  holidays.  HU 
9-4246.  12-18-6.3 


BENDIX  Volkswagen  radio.  Complete 
with  speakers  and  antenna.  Venis 
Transoceanic  portable  all  bend  transis- 
tor  radio.  373-5648.- 12-17 


BICYCLES,  new  used,  repairs,  accestl 

3-speed,  $37.95.  Roy’s  Bike  SI 
Schwinn  Dealer,  1070  West  First  f 
FR  .3-1744.  J 


NEW  furnished  Apartments — Girls  Phone 
225-0991  or  374-2326,  12-18 


40.  Employment  for  Men  or  Women 


LIKE  new:  Royal-  portable  typrewrlter, 
only  six  months  old.  Cali  373-2132 
after  6 p.m. TFN 


APART.MENT  for  2 boy: 
ncExis  one  girl.  373 


Girls'  apartment 
693, 12-17 


2.  instruction,  Training 


/4.  Automobiles  for  Sale 


ENGINEERS 

Salary 

$471  - $877 

Challenging  Career 
Minimum  Requirements: 
Bachelor  Degree 
APPLICATIONS  FROM: 

State  Personnel  Office 
Room  721  State  Capitol 
S.L.C.,  Utah 


ROOM  and  board  for  boys.  845  West  1020 

South.  373-1484  before  5:30  p.m.  373- 


GUITAR  and  accordian  lessons.  Instru- 
ment furnished  for  beginners.  Herger 
Music.  373-4583. 2-1.3 


45.  Recreation 


1956  Plymouth.  Excellent  conditior 
at  Naylor  Auto,  Inc.,  145  W,  3rd 
contact  Jess  at  373-2570  or  225' 


SKI  PARK  CITY 

tor  Rustic  Overnight  Lodging  It's 

"The  Chontocler  Inn" 

1064  Park  Ave. 

Park  City,  Utah 


FOUND:  Small  change  purse  in  Wymount 
Terraco.  Owner  identify  pay  for  ad. 
374-503-1 12-17 


1961  Renault,  Must  see  — best 
Call  Glnny  at  373-9982, - 


SACRIFICE  new  1964  Monza,  four 
laguna  blue.  1800  miles.  Paid  i 
Any  reasonable  or  Qnrcasonablo 
plus  take  over  payments.  225- 


INDIVIDUAL  styling.  Faye  Rose  hair  styl- 
ing, coloring,  149  West  1st  North, 
FR  3-5108.  - 


'50  Ford.  Radio,  heater,  over-drive 
transportation,  S55.  373-8774  al 
p.m, 


18.  Dressmaking,  Tailoring 


my  home.  Resonable.  373- 
12-13 


'60  FORD  Fairlane — must  sacrltU 
stay  in  school.  374-1476. 


22.  Gifts,  Hobbies.  Toys 


44.  Entertainment 


1962  MONZA  convertible  4-speed, 
miles.  Excellent  condition,  531 
E.  Apt  3. 


GIFT-SHOP,  SKYRIDE 

Provo  Canyon.  Big  post  season 
sale  on  everything.  Gifts  from  all 
over  the  world  20%  or  more  off 
on  everything.  Free  Skyride  with 
every  $15.00  purchase- - 


Semi -Formal  DiiT 


ATTENTION:  Annual  

ner-Dance  presented  by  Orem  Stake 
M-Men  and  Gleaners  at  Orem  .Ist  Ward 
Chapel. ’200  N.  200-  e;  Orem.  Tickets 
$1.25  per  persom  Call  Kathryn  Varlev 
225-0738.  Everyino  welcome.  12-18-63 


76,  tufo  Repairing  and  Senice 


Cox  Brothers 
SINCLAIR  SERVICE 

DIscounfs  to  Students 
and  Faculty 


Kitchenette  units  available  for  accommodatina  2 people  to 
12  people.  Wonderful  family  units  all  at  get  acquainted 
prices.  Reservations  should  be  made  now.  $5.00  deposit 
necessary  on  all  reservations.  Call  Park  City  231  W or 
write  "The  Chantacler  Inn",  P.O,  Box  9,  Park  City,  Utah. 
Rates  $2.00  per  night  per  person.  Enjoy  the  worlds  greatest 
skiing' after  a restful  night  at  the  "Chantacler  Inn," 


For  good  meaF.^ 

Y's  Guys  & Gals  Shop  at 
QUALITY  MEATS,  INC. 
for  chofed  cut  of  meaf — free 
delivery— 292  N,  I W.,''374-r646 


LUCILE  S Ceramics  - Instruction  green- 
ware - glazes  - custom  firing  - per- 
sonalized gifts.  • Open  10-6  Mon. -Sat. 
744  East  820  North.  373-1436.  5-20 


23.  Insurance,  Investment 


78.  For  Rent  • Miscellaneous 


HOLIDAY  ahead;  Taking  a trip’,'  Low 
cost  trip  insurance.  373-2498.  12-18 


PIA»NO  for  rent.  Cheap,  373-4739.  i 1 


SO.  Musical  Instruments  for  Sale 


2t.  Printing,  Supplies 


EICO  Anipliiier,  F.  M,  tmier  .Original  cost 
$170.  Sale  price  $80.  AC  5-4493  after 
^ p.m,  12-17 


PROVO  Boat  Club  House.  Kitchen, 
nlace,  restrooms.  Interested  parUfl 
374-0671  or  373-3394. 


Thesei  Printing 
Wedding  Announcements 
Missionary  Farewells 
''  irvice 


I CANT  sing!  VOU 
KNOW  THAT!  I NEVER 
HAVE  BEEN  ABLE  TO  SING! 


/ A LADV  FW 
THE  PTA  VISITED 
ODR  CLASS 
y TODAV...  y 


I VOLUNTEERED  Y 
VOU  TO  SINS 
"JINSLE  BELLS" 

IN  THE  CHRISTMAS; 
'PRfl6,RAAf,..  > 


LEARN 


Fast  Sei 

COPY  CAT  PRINTING 

155  North  Ist  East  - FR  3-0507 


PROMPT;  T.V.  Tape  Recorders 
'Player  repairs.  Reasonable. 
ficdsl 


Record 

Wake- 


uNrvERsrrv  t,-  v, 

teed  service  on 


For  prompt,  guaran- 
all  makes.  Call  373- 


114.3.  418  West  Center 


